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	The Origins

**I'm writing a new story under a new name! I'm sorry for just disappearing and coming back. I thought if there is a new school year might as well start completely new and fresh. I also have a new beta reader aka my girlfriend that I took the honor of adding her OC in who will be introduced as Experiment 627. I will be giving a back-story for our escape and journey. I might keep my 'StormFury' story but not for sure. All I know is that I'm going under a major change in writing. I do NOT own the real version of Project StormFury (Flying into storms and whatnot) Lilo and Stitch, HTTYD 1-2, I basically don't own anything but my OC, and I don't have any knowledge on area 51… maybe.**

** Prologue**

I awoke to something yelling at me, I look at my phone. Nope, I look around and on the bottom and see my brother, typical. He always does this he's such a pain in the ass.

"Sometimes I want to punch you in the face you know that right?" I said aloud. Wait, did I just say that? I turn back to my brother, or his fist that's flying to my face. I turn back to him, scowling like usual. He got out of his bunk and got dressed and left the room. I looked back to my phone, 6:30; I guess I have to get up. I put on a pair of jeans and a Volcom t-shirt; I heard the front door slam. Well now that he's gone I can go eat some cereal. I went in the kitchen and grabbed a box of cereal and spilled some into a bowl and poured the milk. I went into the TV room and turned on the news, murder, murder, body found of missing guy in California desert that was badly deformed, two people still missing, FBI at Haller Middle School but insisted that school should be still going. That's nice… wait a minute, isn't that my school? The news reporter answered my question.

"Yes, the Federal Buru of Investigations has chosen Haller Middle School for a drill. They insisted for the students to still come to school for their exercise to work." She turned to this scowling guy with 'FBI' on his vest in yellow, "Here is Agent Locke, what do you have say about this exercise?" The man, now dubbed as Agent Locke, turned back from the building with a cruel face, like he was going to torture someone.

"Just ignore our forces and we won't have any problems." He then walked away. I turned the news off. I looked at the overhead clock and realized it was 7:00. I went and brushed my teeth and grabbed my bag by the door and walked to school. By the time I got there it was 7:25 and five minutes till eighth grade starts. I looked around for my friend Night Rain; she's Hawaiian with a Japanese name that means Night Rain, which is awesome in my opinion but she likes to be called Amaya. I see her hiding behind all her friends, staring at the Agents warily. She catches my eye motions me to come over.

"Why are you hiding from them?" She quickly hushes me and I continue in a lower tone, "are they here for you?" She gives me the stink eye and rolls her eyes.

"Just pretend I don't exist and stay away from those people, they're bad news." She turned back to her friends, who were talking about handcuffing two Agents handcuffs together, still attached to their belts. I heard the bell ring and went inside the library to avoid the stampede to get to everyone's lockers. I sat in the back and grabbed a random book off the selves it was a Warriors book. I heard a door open and I looked up from my book, nothing, so I went back to reading. I heard a door open but louder and turned to get hit in the temple by the butt of a rifle.

"Not again." I said then blacked out.

I awoke to the sounds of helicopter blades beating. I opened my eyes and saw that I was in a very bland helicopter with two soldiers sitting next to me, they were fully armed and had their eyes trained on me. I closed my eyes again but one nudged me with the muzzle of his rifle, which woke me up. I turned to punch him but found it was handcuffed to a bar next to my seat, along with another one stuck to it, Amaya's friends awesome. I looked at the seat ahead of me and there was a man in a business suit with a suitcase next to him. Some Matrix shit is going down.

"Give me the blue pill so I can go on with becoming an engineer." I then looked out the window to see I was high above the desert. The co-pilot heard me and started to laugh, apparently he got the reference.

"Well Mr. King we aren't giving you a chose." The man in the business suit said, I paled, "we're giving you a heads up on what we're going to do to you."

"Don't call me Mr. King, only my teachers get to call me that. Second what are you going to do to me?" I asked him. He opened his case and pulled out two pictures, both expertly drawn and I could remember perfectly. One was a girl with Stitch ears and a surfboard and a guy with wings and tail, me and Amaya as our OCs. I grew angry because he must of stole them from our houses.

"Do you know what or who these _things _are Mr. King?" He said.

"Don't call our OCs things. They are more humane than any of you Americans. Besides you're kidnapping a Canadian citizen."

"Ugh, maple syrup lovers."

"Ugh, stupid, fat, lazy, stereotype believing murderers. You're going to use me as a test subject, you don't care for humans you're all for the money." I smirk at my retort. Because that just described three fourths of America. The people glared at me but continued with their job.

"Thank you for the honest answer _Mr. King._ Now we are the leader of genetic mutations, the last test subject's mental capacity couldn't bear against the strain of the mutation. We used homeless people, ones who wouldn't be noticed to be missing. We are taking a huge risk with kidnapping you. We also found that the mutation is based on the brain-"

"This is all protocol crap huh? Well I understand science enough to know that I'll most likely to survive. Now let me go! Go make a clone of someone and wait a few years and teach it math or whatever!" I yelled and threw a sneaky lie in, "I have my rights as a citizen of America to not participate in this crazy experiment of yours!" They must have gone through the immigrant book or something cause they caught my lie.

"Your not a real citizen until you graduate out of high school and we have told you too much. You have no choice but to cooperate." He turned to the guards and gestured to me and one pulled a needle out of his vests' pocket and plunged it into my neck, "nighty night Mr. King."

** I'm glad I finished that chapter. I'm not going to go to do the actual experiment when I'm turned into StormFury but I'm going to write about one of the tests. So please go ahead and flame in a logical way so I can improve my future chapters. Thanks and this is StormFury signing off.**


End file.
